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Presence 
26 February 2009 at 18:26 


I have realized that which is within me. 

And my tongue has conversed with Thee in secret. 

And we are united in one respect, 

But we are separated in another. 

Although awe has hidden Thee from the glances of mine eye, 
Ecstasy has made Thee near to my inmost parts. 


All-Junayd 


The Wise 
19 January 2009 at 17:15 


Yield and overcome; 

Bend and be straight; 

Empty and be full; 

Wear out and be new; 

Have little and gain; 

Have much and be confused. 


Therefore the wise embrace the One. 
And set an example to all. 

Not putting on a display, 

They shine forth. 

Not justifying themselves, 

They are distinguished. 

Not boasting, 

They receive recognition. 

Not bragging, 

They never falter. 

They do not quarrel, 

So no one quarrels with them. 
Therefore the ancients say, "Yield and overcome." 
Is that an empty saying? 

Be really whole, 

And all things will come to you. 








Lao Tzu 


The Noble 
15 January 2009 at 13:40 


A noble man compares and estimates himself by an idea which 1s 
higher than himself; and a mean man, by one lower than himself. 


The one produces aspiration; the other ambition, 
which is the way in which a vulgar man aspires. 


Marcus Aurelius 


The Hunter 
14 January 2009 at 14:56 


Little by little, wean yourself. 

This is the gist of what I have to say. 

From an embryo whose nourishment comes in the blood, 
move to an infant drinking milk, 

to a child on solid food, 

to a seatcher after wisdom, 

to a hunter of invisible game. 


Rum 


The Silent Watcher 
O8 January 2009 at 19:36 


Be present as the watcher of your mind -- of your thoughts and 
emotions as well as your reactions in various situations. 

Be at least as interested in your reactions as in the situation or person 
that causes you to react. 


Notice also how often your attention is in the past or future. 
Don't judge or analyze what you observe. 

Watch the thought, feel the emotion, observe the reaction. 
Don't make a personal problem out of them. 


You will then feel something more powerful than any of those things 
that you obsetve: 


the still, observing presence itself behind the content of your mind, 
the silent watcher. 


Ekhart Tolle 
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Enlightenment 
04 January 2009 at 12:47 


Being is not only beyond but also deep within every form as its 
innermost invisible and indestructible essence. 

This means that it is accessible to you now as your own deepest self, 
your true nature. 


But don't seek to grasp it with your mind. Don't try to understand it. 
You can know it only when the mind is still. 


When you are present, when your attention is fully and intensely in 
the Now, Being can be felt, but it can never be understood mentally. 


To regain awareness of Being and to abide in that state of "feeling- 
realization" is enlightenment. 


Ekhart Tolle 


To Be 
18 December 2008 at 19:39 


To hear the melody of the flowers in the wind. 
To see the beauty of the Unseen. 

To feel the tugs and pulls and urges of life. 

To know when it is time to run, and time to rest; 
time to laugh and time to cry; 

time to hold on and time to let go. 


Wish Not 
16 December 2008 at 15:32 


When you're stationed with worldly means, wish not that they're 
withdrawn: Fight your hidden desire; 


And wish not for the worldly means when they are stripped away: 
Lose not the quest that's higher. 


Ibn Ataillah al-Sakandart: 


Bismillah 
01 December 2008 at 18:30 


It's a habit of yours to walk slowly. 

You hold a grudge for years. 

With such heaviness, how can you be modest? 

With such attachments, do you expect to arrive anywhere? 


Be wide as the air to learn a secret. 

Right now you're equal portions clay and water, thick mud. 
Abraham learned how the sun and moon and the stars all set. 
He said, No longer will I try to assign partners for God. 


You ate so weak. Give up to grace. 

The ocean takes care of each wave till it gets to shore. 
You need mote help than you know. 

You're trying to live your life in open scaffolding. 

Say Bismillah, In the name of God 

as the priest does with a knife when he offers an animal. 


Bismillah your old self 
To find your real name. 


Rum 


Beyond Describing 
30 November 2008 at 19:19 


You're not garbage! Pearls want to be like you. 

You should be with them 

where waves and fish and pearls and seaweed & wind 
are all one. 

No linking, no hierarchy, 

no distinctions, no perplexed wondering, no speech. 
Beyond describing. 


Either stay here and talk or go there and be silent. 
Or do both, by turns. 

With those who see double, talk double-talk. 
Make noise, beat a drum, think metaphors! 

With friends, say only mystery. 

Neat roses, sing. 


With deceptive people, cover the jar, and shield it. 
But be calm with those in duality. 

Speak sweetly and reasonably. 

Patience polishes and purifies. 


Rum 


Curtains 
25 November 2008 at 18:04 


Beware, the curtains and cloaks have not been let down 
save for a magnificent affair, all of it momentous. 


If what they curtain appeared to our eyes 
no tenets or sects would remain among us. 


Nothing impermanent would appear, within it an illness - 
no remedies, no medicine, and no infirmities. 


Nothing new would have come for the soul to wear, 
no mediation from Him, and no rest. 


The form of the curtains is seen by the eyes, 
but no boredom comes over them in that. 


The eyes of engendered existence gaze from behind the curtain, 
and the veils see what the eyes do not see. 


Ibn Arabi 
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Appointed Time 
17 November 2008 at 19:53 


And when Moses came to Our appointed time and his Lord spoke to 
him, he said, "Oh my Lord, show me, that I may look upon Thee!" 
Said He, "Thou shalt not see Me; but behold the mountain - if it stays 
fast in its place, then thou shalt see Me." 


And when his Lord disclosed Himself to the mountain, He made it 
crumble to dust, and Moses fell down thunderstruck. 


Qur'an (7:143) 


Burning Heart 
12 November 2008 at 09:33 


I regard not the outside and the words, 

I regard the inside and the state of the heart. 

I look at the heart if it be humble, 

Though the words may be the reverse of humble. 


Because the heart is substance, and words accidents, 
Accidents are only a means, substance is the final cause. 
How long will thou dwell on words and superficialities? 


A burning heart is what I want; consort with burning! 
Kindle in the heart the flame of love, 


And burn up utterly thoughts and fine expressions. 


Rum 


The Mirror 
31 October 2008 at 13:02 


Your eye has not strength enough 
to gaze at the burning sun, 

but you can see its burning light 
by watching its reflection 
mirrored in the water. 


So the reflection of Absolute Being 

can be viewed in the mirror of Non-Being, 
for nonexistence, being opposite Reality, 
instantly catches its reflection. 


Know the world from end to end is a mirror; 

in each atom a hundred suns are concealed. 

If you pierce the heart of a single drop of water, 
from it will flow a hundred clear oceans; 

if you look intently at each speck of dust, 

in it you will see a thousand beings. 


A gnat in its limbs is like an elephant; 

in name a drop of water resembles the Nile. 

In the heart of a barleycorn is stored a hundred harvests. 
Within a millet-seed a world exists. 

In an insects wing is an ocean of life. 


A heaven is concealed in the pupil of an eye. 
The core at the center of the heart is small, 


yet the Lord of both worlds will enter there. 


Mahmud Shabistari 
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I beheld my Essence. 
29 October 2008 at 10:57 


I beheld my Essence. What I saw 

Was like the very light of the eye itself: 

How wonderful that a single Essence should 
Refract itself like a light, a single source 

Into a million essences and hues. 


The being of the lover and Beloved 

Are the same, for where is Love without 
A lover and Beloved to be found? 

Behold His Essence by His Light, that you 
May be yourself the seer and the Seen. 


I have wandered through the essences 
And found that His Reality makes up 
The essence of all beings. To ourselves 
We manifest ourselves; were it not so 
There could be no relationship between 
The One and many. 


Now then, go beyond Relation, 

go beyond the going-beyond 

Till there remains no body, soul or being. 
"All that is must perish save His face" 
And in His Being ours is burned to ash. 
At last I see that vision of Him requires 
A subject and an object: I and He. 
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And yet the Essence is the same, sometimes 

A wave upon the sea, sometimes the sea; 
Sometimes the eye, sometimes the object of 
The eye. Whoever sees this ocean knows 

Our essence as we know it in ourself. 

We are the waves and yet in essence we 

Are not different from the sea: Reality 

Is one but shows itself as two: subject 

And object, two in manifestation 

But not in Essence: only one Existence 
Though countless its attributes. The mystery 

Is still too deep for all to understand, 

For all to grasp: the supraformal Essence 

Is the Beloved and the formal self 

The lover -- but if you switch the terms around 
The statement still remains unchanged and true. 


Or if you say the cup and wine are one 
That too is true, as true as if you claim 

That cup is cup and wine is wine; or if 

You say that one is us, the other Him. 
Regard these different levels of the truth 

As "relatively absolute" and find 

The subtle occult truth. Then... WA SALAAM! 
The relativity of intellect 

Results in statements which must contradict 
Each other on the level of the mind 

And yet beyond the mind both are correct. 


Sometimes I am Mahmud, sometimes Ayaz 
Sometimes I glorify myself, sometimes 

I sing the other: lover and Beloved. 

So from time to time I change and play 
Both roles, and then a third one: Love itself. 
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Thus spoke Mustafa, beloved of God: 

Go, seatch for the one who has enslaved your heart 
Within your heart. There find the satisfaction 

Of your soul at last. Seek Ne'matollah, find 

All that you seek -- and all that you require 

Will then be found in me, as you desire. 


Shah Ne'matollah Vahi 
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Whispers 
23 October 2008 at 11:12 


Whispering, then listening close 
from the vision of one 

casting away his all, instantly, 
out of an omnipotent hand. 


Thus I read the knowledge of the scholars 
in a single word, 

and I reveal all the worlds to me 

with a simple glance. 


I hear the many voices 

of those who pray in every tongue 
in a space of time 

shorter than a flash. 


And I bring before me 
what before had been 
too far away to bear, 
in a blink of my eye. 


I inhale the bouquet of gardens 

and the sweet scents clinging to the skirts 
of the four winds, 

in a simple breath. 


I survey the far horizons round me 
in a momentary thought, 
and cross the seven heavens 


with a single step. 


Ibn al-Faridh 
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Intelligence 
15 October 2008 at 20:23 


There are two kinds of intelligence: one acquired, 
as a child in school memorizes facts and concepts 
from books and from what the teacher says, 
collecting information from the traditional sciences 
as well as from the new sciences. 


With such intelligence you rise in the world. 

You get ranked ahead or behind others 

in regard to your competence in retaining 
information. You stroll with this intelligence 

in and out of fields of knowledge, getting always more 
marks on your preserving tablets. 


There is another kind of tablet, one 

already completed and preserved inside you. 

A spring overflowing its springbox. A freshness 
in the center of the chest. This other intelligence 
does not turn yellow or stagnate. It's fluid, 

and it doesn't move from outside to inside 
through conduits of plumbing-learning. 


This second knowing is a fountainhead 
from within you, moving out. 


Rum 
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Experience 
O8 October 2008 at 09:57 
Every experience is real at the time of its occurrence. 


Experienced realities, however, are all relative and change according 
to subjective perceptions and evaluations. 


The same event may be interpreted differently by different people at 
different times. 


As our “subjective” interpretations become subtle and refined our 
reading becomes more “real” and the “truth” behind each reality 


becomes evident. 


This is the difference between human view and judgment from the 
underlying truth. 


Human justice and laws can change whereas Divine natural laws are 
perpetual and constant. 


Good and bad are relative in human terms whereas what is always 
good ts that which will lead to knowledge of Truth. 


SF. Haeri 


29 


Power 
01 October 2008 at 18:42 


I am dead, then alive. 
Weeping, then laughing. 

The power of love came 

into me, 

and I became fierce like a lion, 
then tender 

like the evening star. 


Rumi 
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Purity 
29 September 2008 at 12:11 


Withdraw into yourself and look. 

And if you do not find yourself beautiful yet, act as does the creator 
of a statue that is to be made beautiful; he cuts away here, he 
smoothes there, he makes this line lighter, this other purer, until a 
lovely face has grown upon his work. 


So do you also; cut away all that is excessive, straighten all that is 
crooked, bring light to all that is in shadow; labor to make all one 
glow of beauty and never cease chiseling your statue until there shall 
shine out on you from it the godlike splendor of virtue, until you 
shall see the perfect goodness established in the stainless shrine. 


Plotinus 
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Anger 

28 September 2008 at 13:51 

Anybody can become angry - that is easy, but to be angry with the 
right person and to the right degree and at the right time and for the 
right purpose, and in the right way - that is not within everybody's 


power and ts not easy. 


Aristotle 
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Hindrances to Truth 
26 September 2008 at 09:39 


Besides mere incapacity, there are other hindrances to the attainment 
of spiritual truth. One of these is externally acquired knowledge. 


To use a figure, the heart may be represented as a well, and the five 
senses as five streams which are continually conveying water into it. 


In order to find out the real contents of the heart, these streams must 
be stopped for a time, at any rate, and the refuse they have brought 
with them must be cleared out of the well. 

In other words, if we are to arrive at pure spiritual truth, we must put 


away, for the time, knowledge which has been acquired by external 
processes and which too often hardens into dogmatic prejudice. 


Al Ghazah 
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The Educated 
23 September 2008 at 17:40 


Whom do I call educated? First, those who manage well the 
circumstances they encounter day by day. Next, those who are decent 
and honorable in their intercourse with all men, bearing easily and 
good naturedly what is offensive in others and being as agreeable and 
reasonable to their associates as is humanly possible to be... those 
who hold their pleasures always under control and are not ultimately 
overcome by their misfortunes... those who are not spoiled by their 
successes, who do not desert their true selves but hold their ground 
steadfastly as wise and sober minded men. 


Socrates 


30 


Twilight 
20 September 2008 at 18:37 


At the twilight, a moon appeared in the sky; 

Then it landed on earth to look at me. 

Like a hawk stealing a bird at the time of prey; 
That moon stole me and rushed back into the sky. 
I looked at myself, I did not see me anymore; 

For in that moon, my body turned as fine as soul. 
The nine spheres disappeared in that moon; 

The ship of my existence drowned in that sea. 
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The Human Progress 
17 September 2008 at 10:30 


First he appeared in the realm inanimate; 
Thence came into the world of plants and lived 
The plant-life many a year, nor called to mind 
What he had been; then took the onward way 


To animal existence, and once more 
Remembers naught of what life vegetive, 
Save when he feels himself moved with desire 
Towards it in the season of sweet flowers, 


As babes that seek the breast and know not why. 
Again the wise Creator whom thou knowest 
Uplifted him from animality 

To Man's estate; and so from realm to realm 


Advancing, he became intelligent, 

Cunning and keen of wit, as he is now. 

No memoty of his past abides with him, 

And from his present soul he shall be changes. 


Though he is fallen asleep, God will not leave him 
In this forgetfulness. Awakened, he 

Will laugh to think what troublous dreams he had. 
And wonder how his happy state of being 


He could forget, and not perceive that all 
Those pains and sorrows were the effect of sleep 
And guile and vain illusion. So this world 
Seems lasting, though 'tis but the sleepers’ dream; 


® 
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Who, when the appointed Day shall dawn, escapes 
From dark imaginings that haunted him, 

And turns with laughter on his phantom eriefs 
When he beholds his everlasting home. 


Rum 
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The Night 
O5 September 2008 at 08:11 


Don't go to sleep this night 
one night is worth a hundred thousand souls. 


The night is generous it can give you 
a gift of the full moon it can bless your soul 
with endless treasure. 


Every night when you feel the world is unjust 
never ending grace descends from the sky 
to soothe your souls 


The night is not crowded like the day 
the night is filled with eternal love 
take this night tight in your arms 

as you hold a sweetheart 


Remember the water of life is in the dark caverns 
don't be like a big fish stopping the life's flow 
by standing in the mouth of a creek. 


Even Mecca is adorned with black clothes 
showing that the heavens are ready to grace 
the human soul. 


Even one prayer in the Mecca of a night 


is like a hundred no one can claim 
sleep can build a temple like this. 


® 
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During a night the blessed prophet 
broke all the idols and 

God remained alone to give equally to all 
an endless love. 


Rum 
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Thanksgiving 
O3 September 2008 at 12:17 


Thanksgiving is sweeter than bounty itself. 
One who cherishes gratitude does not cling to the gift! 


Thanksgiving is the true meat of God’s bounty; 
The bounty is its shell, 


Por thanksgiving carries you to the hearth of the Beloved. 


Abundance alone brings heedlessness, 
Thanksgiving gives birth to alertness. 


The bounty of thanksgiving will satisfy and elevate you, 
And you will bestow a hundred bounties in return. 


Eat your fill of God’s delicacies, 
And you will be freed from hunger and begging. 


Rum 
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Guest House 
28 August 2008 at 18:42 


This being human is a guest house. 
Every morning a new arrival. 

A joy, a depression, a meanness, 
some momentaty awareness comes 
as an unexpected visitor. 


Welcome and entertain them all! 
Even if they're a crowd of sorrows, 
who violently sweep your house 
empty of its furniture, 

still, treat each guest honorably. 


He may be clearing you out 

for some new delight. 

The dark thought, the shame, the malice, 
meet them at the door laughing, 

and invite them in. 


Be grateful for whoever comes, 
because each has been sent 


as a guide from beyond. 


Rumi 
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Fasting 
25 August 2008 at 12:04 


There's hidden sweetness in the stomach's emptiness. 
We are lutes, no more, no less. 
If the soundbox ts stuffed full of anything, no music. 


If the brain and belly are burning clean 

with fasting, every moment a new song comes out of the fire. 

The fog clears, and new energy makes you run up the steps in front 
of you. 


Be emptier and cry like reed instruments cry. 

Emptier, write secrets with the reed pen. 

When you're full of food and drink, Satan sits 

where your spirit should, an ugly metal statue in place of the Kaaba. 


When you fast, good habits gather like friends who want to help. 
Fasting is Solomon's ring. Don't give it to some illusion and lose your 
power, 

but even if you have, if you've lost all will and control, 

they come back when you fast, like soldiers appearing 

out of the ground, pennants flying above them. 


A table descends to your tents, Jesus' table. 
Expect to see it, when you fast, this table 


spread with other food, better than the broth of cabbages. 


Rumi 
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There are different wells 
20 August 2008 at 18:02 


There are different wells within your heart. 
Some fill with each good rain, 
Others are far too deep for that. 


In one well you have just a few precious cups of water, 
That love is literally something of yourself, 
It can grow as slow as a diamond if it is lost. 


Your love should never be offered to the mouth of a stranger, 
Only to someone who has the valor and daring 

To cut pieces of their soul off with a knife 

Then weave them into a blanket to protect you. 


There are different wells within us. 


Some fill with each good rain, 
Others are far, far too deep for that. 


Hafiz 
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We have not come here to take prisoners 
19 August 2008 at 18:02 


We have not come here to take prisoners, but to surrender ever more 
deeply to freedom and joy. 

We have not come into this exquisite world to hold ourselves hostage 
from love. 


Run my dear, from anything that may not strengthen 

Your precious budding wings. 

Run like hell my dear, from anyone likely to put a sharp knife 
Into the sacred, tender vision of your beautiful heart. 


We have a duty to befriend those aspects of obedience 
that stand outside of our house and shout to our reason 
"O please, O please, Come out and play." 


For we have not come here to take prisoners or to confine our 
wondrous spirits, 


But to experience ever and ever more deeply our divine courage, 
freedom and Light! 


Hafiz 
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If a Tree Could Wander 
19 August 2008 at 10:46 


Oh, if a tree could wander 

and move with foot and wings! 
It would not suffer the axe blows 
and not the pain of saws! 


For would the sun not wander 
away in every night ? 

How could at every morning 
the world be lighted up? 


And if the ocean's water 

would not rise to the sky, 

How would the plants be quickened 
by streams and gentle rain? 


The drop that left its homeland, 
the sea, and then returned ? 

It found an oyster waiting 

and grew into a pearl. 


Did Yusuf not leave his father, 
in grief and tears and despair? 
Did he not, by such a journey, 
gain kinedom and fortune wide? 


Did not the Prophet travel 

to far Medina, friend? 

And there he found a new kingdom 
and ruled a hundred lands. 
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You lack a foot to travel? 
Then journey into yourself! 
And like a mine of rubies 
receive the sunbeams? print! 


Out of yourself ? such a journey 
will lead you to your self, 
It leads to transformation 


of dust into pure gold! 


Rumi 
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Community of the Spirit 
18 August 2008 at 18:18 


There is a community of the spirit. 
Join it, and feel the delight 

of walking in the noisy street 

and being the noise. 


Drink all your passion 
and be a disgrace. 

Close both eyes 

to see with the other eye. 


Open your hands, 

if you want to be held. 

Sit down in this circle. 

Quit acting like a wolf, and feel 
the shepherd's love filling you. 


At night, your beloved wanders. 
Don't accept consolations. 
Close your mouth against food. 
Taste love's mouth in yours. 


Be empty of worrying. 

Think who created thought! 
Why do you stay in prison 
when the door is so wide open? 
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Move outside the tangle of fear-thinking. 
Live in silence. 

Flow down and down in always 
widening rings of being. 


Rumi 
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Enduring the Tides of Time 
17 August 2008 at 12:02 
Enduring the tides of time, 
Abiding in love divine, 


Beauty speaks from eyes afar, 
From silence love flows to depths unbound. 
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Forever Oneness 
15 August 2008 at 19:03 


Forever Oneness, 
Who sings to us in silence, 
Who teaches us through each other. 


Guide my steps with strength and wisdom. 
May I see the lessons as I walk, 
Honour the Purpose of all things. 


Help me touch with respect, 
Always speak from behind my eyes. 
Let me observe, not judge. 


May I cause no harm, 
And leave music and beauty after my visit. 


When I return to forever, 


May the circle be closed, 
And the spiral be broader. 
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An African Elegy 
12 August 2008 at 14:16 


We are the miracles that God made 

To taste the bitter fruit of Time. 

We are precious. 

And one day our suffering 

Will turn into the wonders of the earth. 


There are things that burn me now 

Which turn golden when I am happy. 

Do you see the mystery of our pain? 

That we bear the poverty 

And are able to sing and dream sweet things. 


And that we never curse the air when it is warm 
Or the fruit when it tastes so good 

Or the lights that bounce gently on the waters? 
We bless the things even in our pain. 

We bless them in silence. 


That is why our music is so sweet. 
It makes the air remember. 

There are secret miracles at work 
That only Time will bring forth. 

I too have heard the dead singing. 


And they tell me that 

This life is good 

They tell me to live it gently 
With fire, and always with hope. 
There is wonder here 
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And there is surprise 


In everything the unseen moves. 


The ocean is full of songs. 
The sky is not an enemy. 
Destiny is our friend. 
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Ben Okri 


The Way 
O09 August 2008 at 12:26 


And if, my friend, you ask me the way, 

I'll tell you plainly, it is this: 

to turn your face toward the world of life, 

and turn your back on rank and reputation; 

and, spurning outward prosperity, 

to bend your back double in his service; 

to part company with those who deal in words, 

and take your place in the presence of the worldless. 


Hakim Sanai 


49 


Blessing 
07 August 2008 at 12:00 


On the day when the weight deadens on your shoulders and you 
stumble, 
may the clay dance to balance you. 


And when your eyes freeze behind the grey window and the ghost of 
loss gets in to you, may a flock of colours, indigo, red, green, and 
azure blue come to awaken in you a meadow of delight. 


When the canvas frays in the currach of thought and a stain of ocean 
blackens beneath you, may there come across the waters a path of 
yellow moonlight to bring you safely home. 


May the nourishment of the earth be yours, may the clarity of light be 
yours, 
may the fluency of the ocean be yours, may the protection of the 


ancestors be youts. 


And so may a slow wind work these words of love around you, an 
invisible cloak to mind your life. 


John O'Donohue 
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Have no doubts 
06 August 2008 at 07:32 


Have no doubts because of trouble nor be thou discomfited, 
Por the water of life's fountain springeth from a gloomy bed. 


Ah! ye brothers of misfortune! be not ye with grief oppressed, 
Many ate the secret mercies which with the All-bounteous rest. 


Saadi 
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Phantoms 
04 August 2008 at 20:59 


The fleeting phantoms you admire today, 
Will soon at Heaven's behest be swept away. 
O give your heart to Him who never fails, 
Who's ever with you and will ever stay. 


When to fair idol's shrines I did repair, 

I vexed my heart with griefs encountered there. 
Now earthly beauty has lost all its charm, 
Eternal beauty is my only care. 


Things that abide not to eternity, 

Expose thee to misfortune's battery. 

In this life, then sever thyself from all, 

From which thy death is bound to sever thee. 


Perchance with wealth and sons endowed thou art, 
Yet with all these erelong thou'lt have to part. 
Thrice happy he who gives his heart to One, 


And sets affection on the men of heart. 


Abdurahman Jami 


32 


OB LI & sb 

02 August 2008 at 23:52 

Ly BU ol 2 YR ci - One BG aj kell © oli 
Lindl al SI ye Ga — Corl lel andy 
Lh) yo Sle NJ — ay ats ple ders 
Lcd cscs IS egy — clabl Lede Lats! 4 


33 


Song of the Reed 
O01 August 2008 at 07:17 


Listen to the reed as it tells its tale; 

it complains of separation. 

Since they cut me from the reed-bed, 

men and women have been crying over my lament. 


I wish for someone with a bosom torn apart by separation, 
so that I can tell them the meaning of the pain of longing. 
Everyone who stays far away from his own origin 

seeks to get back to the day he was together with it. 


I have been crying in every gathering; 

I have kept company with the miserable and the happy. 
Everyone has thought he is my friend, 

but no one has sought my inner secrets. 


My secret is not far from my crying, 

but neither eye nor ear has the light to find it. 
Body from soul, soul from body are not veiled, 
but no one has permission to see the soul. 


This call of the reed is fire, not wind. 

Everyone who has not this fire-- should be naught. 
The fire is love that came down into the reed; 

its fervor is love that came down into the wine. 


The reed is the companion of everyone parted from a beloved. 
Its tunes have torn apart our veils. 

Who has seen such a poison and antidote as the reed? 

Who has seen such a sympathizer and longing lover as the reed? 
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The reed tells the tale of the Way full of blood. 

It tells the love stories of Majnun and Layla. 

No one but the delirious is intimate with this consciousness. 
The tongue has no customer but the ear. 


In our sorrow the days have become untimely. 

The days accompany the burning eriefs. 

If the days are gone, tell them "Gol" and never mind. 
But Thou, please stay, for none is as holy as Thou. 


Everyone but the fish is fed up with his water. 
For everyone without daily bread, his day is very long. 
No one who is raw can understand the state of the cooked. 


So the talk should be short. "That's all!" 


Rum 
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If you do not give up the crowds 
30 July 2008 at 15:58 


If you do not give up the crowds 
you won't find your way to Oneness. 
If you do not drop your self 

you won't find your true worth. 


If you do not offer all you 
have to the Beloved, 
you will live this life free of that 


pain which makes it worth living. 


Abu Said Abil-Kheir 
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Words 
29 July 2008 at 15:19 


I regard not the outside and the words, 

I regard the inside and the state of the heart. 

I look at the heart if it be humble, 

Though the words may be the reverse of humble. 


Because the heart is substance, and words accidents, 
Accidents are only a means, substance is the final cause. 


How long will thou dwell on words and superficialities? 
A burning heart is what I want; consort with burning! 
Kindle in the heart the flame of love, 

And burn up utterly thoughts and fine expressions. 


Rum 
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We are the driving ones. 
28 July 2008 at 12:26 


We are the driving ones. 
Ah, but the step of time: 
think of it as a dream 

in what forever remains. 


All that is hurrying 

soon will be over with; 
only what lasts can bring 
us to the truth. 


Young men, don't put your trust 
into the trials of flight, 

into the hot and quick. 

All things already rest: 

darkness and morning light, 


flower and book. 


Rainer Maria Rilke 


58 


oul 


= 


27 July 2008 at 08:46 


Lay ge dtd Ib Ge CABS al — Lig ge Gaal Le Ge Le tl 
Lbs wig UE Jo - Gat coll a LI CU gel 

Lg ge gS cde Gg A ooliy — Ye oly GB lael oli 
Lgtt> Gl tte GS aU og EB — eI atte ge ey LS 
lays Osb SISeh Cl — bate y GLI a pee Ve ly 

Ley yg ELS CHI lie G2 - 6S eee! at Ob 
Lgr yt Id Lage Wy ae ogee — Lgl” oolanll jle Le alg’ 

Leled pty pW CaYs — ghey a re gll ced chai 
Lal 3 LEY cgne Giley — LbG OS GU GL os Cle 

Lome the LEY le eg — 6 pel ge Geely led Cel yd 
Lhe Lyre lal! inde) OY - LUL» ops ole pil Lect recat 

IS lo gor ohh pe ce ney — ley Leclo Lyle - 3 


59 


2 a3 
25 July 2008 at 19:40 


Les ably no 3 dd thy — Gp SLA y gl# Se 
col SUS Ce g coat g — le Shes coe ol Cady 
Ae Nd) Fb Le IS — Ce JNU og! ee 15) 


60 


The world but seems to be 
25 July 2008 at 08:36 


The world but seems to be 
yet is nothing more 

than a line drawn 

between light and shadow. 
Decipher the message 

of this dream-script 

and learn to distinguish time 
from Eternity. 


Fakbhruddin Iraqi 
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What can I do 
24 July 2008 at 08:26 
What can I do? I do not know myself. 


Iam not from east or west, not from land or sea, 
not from the shafts of nature nor from the spheres of the firmament, 
not of the earth, not of water, not of air, not of fire. 


Iam not from the highest heaven, not from this world, 

not from existence, not from being. 

Tam not from India, not from China, not from Bulgar, 

not from Saqsin, not from the realm of the two Iraqs, not from the 
land of Khurasan. 


I am not from the world, not from beyond, 

not from heaven and not from hell. 

Iam not from Adam, not from Eve, not from paradise and not from 
Ridwan. 


My place is placeless, my trace is traceless, 
no body, no soul, I am from the soul of souls. 


I have chased out duality, lived the two worlds as one. 
One I seek, one I know, one I see, one I call. 
He is the first, he is the last, he is the outer, he is the inner. 


Beyond "He" and "He is" I know no other. 
I am drunk from the cup of love, the two worlds have escaped me. 


I have no concern but carouse and rapture. 


If one day in my life I spend a moment without you 
from that hour and that time I would repent my life. 
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If one day I am given a moment in solitude with you 
I will trample the two worlds underfoot and dance forever. 


O Sun of Tabriz, I am so tipsy here in this world, 
I have no tale to tell but tipsiness and rapture. 


Rum 
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To every Form of being is assigned 
23 July 2008 at 08:13 


To every Form of being is assigned, 
Thus calmly spake the venerable Sage, 


An ‘active’ Principle:--howe'er removed 
From sense and observation, it subsists 


In all things, in all natures; in the stars 
Of azure heaven, the unenduring clouds, 


In flower and tree, in every pebbly stone 
That paves the brooks, the stationary rocks, 


The moving waters, and the invisible air. 
Whate'er exists hath properties that spread 


Beyond itself, communicating good 
A simple blessing, or with evil mixed; 


Spirit that knows no insulated spot, 
No chasm, no solitude; from link to link 


It circulates, the Soul of all the worlds. 
This is the freedom of the universe; 


Unfolded still the more, more visible, 
The more we know; and yet is reverenced least, 


And least respected in the human Mind, 
Its most apparent home. 


William W ordsworth 
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Trembling I sit day and night 
22 July 2008 at 16:37 


Trembling I sit day and night, my friends are astonish'd at me 
Yet they forgive my wanderings, I rest not from my great task! 


To open the Eternal Worlds, to open the immortal Eyes 
Of Man inwards into the Worlds of Thought: into Eternity 


Ever expanding in the Bosom of God, the Human Imagination 
O Saviour pour upon me thy Spirit of meekness & love 


Annihilate the Selfhood in me, be thou all my life! 
Guide thou my hand which trembles exceedingly upon the rock of 


ages. 


Wilham Blake 
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Unveiling Herself Revealed 
21 July 2008 at 23:01 


Unveiling herself revealed existence to my eye, 
so in everything seen I perceived her. 


My attribute is hers since we are not called two; 
her shape is mine since we are one. 


If she is called, it is I who answers; 
when I am summoned, she replies and obeys the one who calls me. 


If she speaks, it is I who whispers; 
when I tell a tale she is the one who tells it. 


Por the second person's sign became the first between us, 
and so my rank is high above all who cling to difference. 


Omar ibn al-Faridh 
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By Her, I departed to Her 
21 July 2008 at 22:45 


By her, I departed to her from me, never to return; 
one like me never speaks of coming back. 


Kindly I secluded my soul away from my departure; 
never again did I allow it to be my companion. 


Then I was made to disappear from where my soul stood apart, 
that no attribute could appear to crowd me in my presence, 


And I was made to witness my absence when she appeared, 
so I found me, her there, in the bridal chamber of my seclusion. 


In my witnessing, my existence was cast off, and I was far 
from the existence of my witnessing, effacing, not transfixing. 


I embraced what I witnessed by bearing witness to it 
in the effacement of my witness, now sober after my drunkenness. 


In the sobriety after effacement, I was none other than her, 
my essence adorned my essence when she removed her veil. 


Omar ibn al-Faridh 
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A Ray Descending From The Sky 
17 July 2008 at 08:44 


And as a ray descending from the sky 
gives rise to another, which climbs back again, 
as a pilorim yearns for home; so through my eye 


her action, like a ray into my mind, 
gave rise to mine: I stared into the Sun 
so hard that here it would have left me blind; 


but much is granted to our senses there, 
in that garden made to be man's proper place, 
that is not granted us when we are here. 


I had to look away soon, and yet not 
so soon but what I saw him spark and blaze 
like new-tapped iron when it pours white-hot. 


And suddenly, as it appeared to me, 
day was added to day, as if He who can 
had added a new Sun to Heaven's glory. 


Beatrice stared at the eternal spheres 
entranced, unmoving; and I looked away 
from the Sun's height to fix my eyes on hers. 


And as I looked, I felt begin within me 


what Glaucus felt eating the herb that made him 
a god among the others in the sea. 
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How speak trans-human change to human sense? 
Let the example speak until God's grace 
grants the pure spirit the experience. 


Dante 
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The Glory 

16 July 2008 at 08:55 

The glory of Him who moves all things rays forth 
through all the universe, and is reflected 

from each thing in proportion to its worth. 

I have been in that Heaven of His most light, 

and what I saw, those who descend from there 
lack both the knowledge and the power to write. 
For as our intellect draws near its goal 

it opens to such depths of understanding 


as memory cannot plumb within the soul. 


Dante 
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To See a World 
16 July 2008 at 08:39 


To see a World in a Grain of Sand 
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower, 


Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand 
And Eternity in an hour. 
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Wilham Blake 


IF 
16 July 2008 at 08:39 


If you can keep your head when all about you 
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you, 

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you 
But make allowance for their doubting too, 

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 

Or being lied about, don't deal in lies, 

Or being hated, don't give way to hating, 

And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise: 


If you can dream -- and not make dreams your master, 
If you can think -- and not make thoughts your aim; 
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 

And treat those two impostors just the same; 

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken 
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 

Or watch the things you gave yout life to, broken, 
And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools: 


If you can make one heap of all your winnings 
And risk it all on one turn of pitch-and-toss, 
And lose, and start again at your beginnings 
And never breath a word about yout loss; 

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 
To serve your turn long after they are gone, 
And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on!" 


If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, 
Or walk with kings -- nor lose the common touch, 
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you; 

If all men count with you, but none too much, 
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If you can fill the unforgiving minute 

With sixty seconds' worth of distance run, 
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it, 
And -- which is more -- you'll be a Man, my son! 


Rudyard Kipling 
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Beauty 
11 July 2008 at 08:28 


Hidden behind the veil of mystery, 

Beauty is eternally free from the slightest stain of imperfection. 
From the atoms of the world, He created a multitude of mirrors; 
into each one of them He cast the image of His Face; 


To the awakened eye, anything that appears beautiful is only a 
reflection of that Face. 

Now that you have seen the reflection, hurry to its Source; 

In that primordial Light the reflection vanishes completely. 


Do not linger far from that primal Source; 

When the reflection fades, you will be lost in darkness. 
The reflection is as transient as the smile of a rose; 

If you want permanence, turn towards the Source; 


If you want fidelity, look to the Mine of faithfulness. 
Why tear your soul apart over something here one moment and gone 


the next? 


Jami 


75 


The Disciple 
10 July 2008 at 12:58 


Once to his master a disciple cried: 
To wisdom's pleasant path be thou my guide. 


East thou ne'er loved? the master answered; 
learn The ways of love and then to me return. 


Drink deep of earthly love, that so thy lip 
May learn the wine of holier love to sip. 


But let not form too long thy soul entrance: 
Pass o'er the bridge; with rapid feet advance. 


If thou wilt rest, thine ordered journey sped, 
Porbear to linger at the bridge's head. 


Jami 
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The Prophet Speaks 
10 July 2008 at 12:37 


Speak to us of Talking... 

You talk when you cease to be at peace with your thoughts... 
There are those among you who seek the talkative through fear of 
being alone. 

The silence of aloneness reveals to their eyes their naked selves and 
they would escape... 


Speak to us of Giving.... 

You give but little when you give of your possessions. 

It is when you give of yourself that you truly give... 

Those who have little and give it all. 

These are the believers in life, and the bounty of life and their coffer 
is never empty. 


Speak to us of Love.... 

Love gives naught but itself and takes naught but from itself. 
Love possesses not nor it would be possessed. 

For love is sufficient unto love. 


Speak to us of Religion.... 

He to whom worshiping is a window to open but also to shut, 
Has not yet visited the house of his soul whose windows are open 
from dawn to dawn. 


Speak to us of Time.... 

Yesterday is but today’s memory, and tomorrow is but today’s dream. 
That which sings and contemplates in you 1s still dwelling within 

the bounds of that first moment which scattered the stars in space. 
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Speak To Us Of Prayer.... 

What is prayer but the expansion of yourself into the living ether... 
When you pray you rise to meet in the air those who are praying at 
that very hour and whom, 

Save in prayer, you may not meet. 


And finally Speak of Who We Are... 

You are not enclosed in your bodies, 

Nor confined to houses or fields. 

That which is you dwells above the mountains, 
And roves with the wind. 

It is not a thing that crawls into the sun for warmth 
Or digs holes into darkness for safety. 

But a thing free that envelops the earth, 

And moves in the ether. 


Khalil Gibran 
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Jahanara 
10 July 2008 at 07:41 


Jahanara, the keeper of my hearts ring, 
taken as I roam the starry desert nights. 


Her radiance burns a thousand kindled suns, 
Arjumand's palace lies in her shadow bleak. 


A glance from her silences the roar of thunder, 
Her pearly gown raises the breeze in its wake 


Her breath causes the tree of life to spring forth, 
A secret treasure is hidden in every sigh. 


I have been awakened from my earthly dream by her scent, 
to be taken back to the stillness of the place before I was born. 


Anand 
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This is Love 
O9 July 2008 at 15:15 


This is love: to fly toward a secret sky, 
to cause a hundred veils to fall each moment. 
First, to let go of life. 


In the end, to take a step without feet; 
to regard this world as invisible, 
and to disregard what appears to be the self. 


Heart, I said, what a gift it has been 
to enter this circle of lovers, 
to see beyond seeing itself, 


to reach and feel within the breast. 


Rum 
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Mystic Silence 
O9 July 2008 at 15:00 


From each, Love demands a mystic silence. 
What do all seek so earnestly? Tis Love. 

Love is the subject of their inmost thoughts, 
In Love no longer "Thou" and "I" exist, 

For self has passed away in the Beloved. 

Now will I draw aside the veil from Love, 
And in the temple of mine inmost soul 
Behold the Friend, Incomparable Love. 

He who would know the secret of both worlds 
Will find that the secret of them both is Love. 


Attar 
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The Place 

09 July 2008 at 07:25 

For Thy sake I haste over land and water, 

over the plain I pass and the mountain, 

I cleave and from everything I meet I turn my face, 


until the time when I reach that place where I am alone with Thee. 


ALNiffari 
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Ocean without Shore 
O8 July 2008 at 18:39 


I martvelled at an Ocean without shore, 
and at a Shore that did not have an ocean; 


And at a Morning Light without darkness, and at a Night that was 
without daybreak; 

And then a Sphere with no locality known to either fool or learned 
scholar; 


And at an azure Dome raised over the earth, circulating 'round its 
center Compulsion; 
And at a rich Earth without o'er-arching vault and no specific 


location, the Secret concealed... . 


Ibn Arabi 
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Peace 
O8 July 2008 at 15:25 


Let me not pray to be sheltered from dangers 
but to be fearless in facing them. 

Let me not beg for the stilling of my pain, 
but for the heart to conquer it. 

Let me not look for allies in life's battlefield 
but to my own strength. 

Let me not crave in anxious fear to be saved 
but hope for the patience to win my freedom. 
Grant me that I may not be a coward, 

feeling your mercy in my success alone; 

but let me find the grasp of your hand in my failure. 


Tagore 
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If I Adore You 

O8 July 2008 at 10:00 

If I adore You out of fear of Hell, burn me in Hell! 
If I adore you out of desire for Paradise, 


Lock me out of Paradise. 


But if I adore you for Yourself alone, 
Do not deny to me Your eternal beauty. 


Rabi'a Al-Adamiya 
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My Beloved 
O8 July 2008 at 09:58 


My peace, O my brothers and sisters, is my solitude, 
And my Beloved is with me always, 


For His love I can find no substitute, 
And His love is the test for me among mortal beings, 


Whenever His Beauty I may contemplate, 
He is my "mihrab", towards Him is my "qiblah" 


If I die of love, before completing satisfaction, 
Alas, for my anxiety in the world, alas for my distress, 


O Healer (of souls) the heart feeds upon its desire, 
The striving after union with Thee has healed my soul, 


O my Joy and my Life abidingly, 
You were the source of my life and from Thee also came my ecstasy. 


I have separated myself from all created beings, 
My hope is for union with Thee, for that is the goal of my desire. 


Rabi'a Al-Adamiya 
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"You' an 'T' 
08 July 2008 at 08:09 


“T” and “you” are but the lattices, 

in the niches of a lamp, 

through which the One Light shines. 
“T’ and “you” are the veil 

between heaven and earth; 

lift this veil and you will see 

no longer the bonds of sects and creeds. 
When “T’ and “you” do not exist, 

what is mosque, what is synagogue? 
What is the Temple of Fire? 


Mahmuud Shabistari 
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The Chamber Of Your Heart 
O8 July 2008 at 08:05 


Go sweep out the chamber of your heart. 
Make it ready to be the dwelling place of the Beloved. 


When you depart out, He will enter it. 
In you, void of yourself, 


will He display His beauties. 


The tavern-haunter wanders alone in a desolate place, 
seeing the whole world as a mirage. 


The tavern-haunter is a seeker of Unity, 
a soul freed from the shackles of himself. 


Through the chamber of the heart is small, 
it's large enough for the Lord of both worlds 
to gladly make His home there. 


Mahmud Shabistari 
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Meditations 
By Adnan Al Adnani 


Knowing 


Knowledge can be divided into three points: Knower, Known, and 
knowing. 


Knowing is a bridge between then knower (subject), and the known 
(object). Normally knowledge (rational, scientific, etc.) reveals only 
the known, and the knower remains un-revealed (veiled). It is in one 
direction, towards the object. 


Unless knowing is also pointing towards the knower, it will only 


allow knowing about the known, and not about the knower, which is 
the self. 


Meditations (Remembrance) purpose is to reveal the knower. 
When you try to know something, always remember yourself. The 
knower and the known can be unified by this two way knowing 
process. 

Then awareness that the Real Self (higher) is independent of the 
known (object), and the knower (mind) can be achieved. This is the 


pure conscious witnessing self. 


First concentrate on the object, so that the world disappears. Then 
move inwards to become aware of yourself. 


Awareness of both is a state of witnessing (presence). It is the very 
centre of Being. 
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Contemplation 


Contemplation is a moment of no thought. It is state an interval of 
no thought. It is the gap between thoughts. 


The emphasis is not on the thoughts but the interval between 
thoughts. 


Whenever thought arises, fixate. When thought goes contemplate. 
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Meditation 


Meditation is not concentration it is relaxation into oneself, 
awareness. 


Accept thoughts, no denial, no tension, no rejection, o struggle, and 
no conflict. 


Meditation is not introspection. Introspection is thinking about 
yourself. 


Introspection 1s analysing, judging, and rationalising a situation 
(reaction) not the self. 


Meditation is simply awareness of yourself (remembrance). 


Awareness of a reaction (ex. anger) before it materialises will dissipate 
the reaction. 


Meditation is not an experience, it is a realisation, it is a stopping of 
all experiences. 


Experience is something outside of you. The experiencer is your 
being. False spirituality is concerned about the experience. 


Experiences continually change the experiencer is changeless (real). 


Awareness cannot exist with duality, and mind cannot exist without 
duality. 


The mind wants to be somewhere else, something else, to become. 
The mind does not allow being. 


The mind is becoming and the soul is being. 
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Time exists only with becoming (desiring). Future exists because you 
desire. 


Mind cannot stop out of effort. Mind stops out of understanding, 
awareness. Watch and understand the cause of these thoughts. 
Through looking deeply into those causes those causes disappear, 


then mind slows down. 


Witnessing is the beginning of meditation, and no-mind 1s the 
completion. Witnessing is the method to reach no-mind. 


Witnessing is in your hands, but no-mind is beyond your control. 


No-mind means that the higher self is in control of the mind. Mind is 
a medium for external communication that is used when needed. 


No-mind is enlightenment, is liberation, is freedom from all bondage, 
is the experience of immortality, is the Higher self. 
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Action 
Without awareness there is no action. Only reaction. 


Reaction is dependent on the other. Action comes out of ones own 
awareness. 


Without awareness you will be either repressive or indulgent. Both 
are bondage. 


Values 


The highest peak is the culmination of all values: truth, love, 
awareness, and totality. 


At the highest peak they are indivisible, when they are pure they are 
one. 
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Oneness 
Oneness of action is awareness of the source of action. 


Oneness of attributes is awareness of the meaning behind all 
attributes. 


Oneness of being is awareness of ones eternal Reality. 


There is nothing to Give, 
There is nothing to be Given. 


There is no Birth, 
There is no Death. 


There is only Eternal Bliss, 
Everything else is Devine Love. 


May you come into yourself. 
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